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Thinking of You 


Author's Notes: 
Um, let's see. There's..character death, and.it's weird. Usually the headspace | reserve for myself, or Axl. 
Because we all know he's crazy, but Steven? Hmmm. Not to mention there aren't nearly enough 


Steven/Duff.ses..out there, even less ones where Steven does something! So have fun. 


| was on the streets when | saw you. 
| was walking with a friend when | saw you, some kid with wild curly hair, Slash was it? 
| couldn't think for you. 


That luxurious, bottle-blonde hair that | simply had to run my hands through! You passed by me and our eyes 


caught for what seemed like an eternity, you smiled (never a more beautiful smile in my life), and passed on. 


Smitten. 


It was written all over my head, my heart. 


| could pick your face out in a crowd of millions, why couldn't girls look like that?-no, you looked like that, that 
was all that mattered. The kid was talking about guitars and how great Joe Perry was, the numbers, the 
models, all flitting before my eyes in neon red, and uselessly to the ground. Like snow flakes falling before my 


eyes that formed an image of you. 


It hit me! | abandoned the Kid before you got too far away from me, felt my hand grabbing and | touched 
your vest. It was enough (destiny?) to make you turn around and raise that delicate eyebrow on which shame 
sit not! 


„Shit, you've got me talking like some pussy-Romeo, and | don't even know your namel 


But | know everything about you already: perfect. You were mine, my fate, like I'd created you from a dream, 


dream made flesh... 


"Excuse me?" you murmured. | looked around for a reason to talk to you, you can't just up and chat up 


random angel-er, people on the street, can you? 


That kid comes bounding back, tugging at my arm, asking what the hell | thought | was doing. You caught sight 


of him and | saw something flicker in your eye, | didn't know..until later. 


For the time being however, you seemed more content to talk to him than to me, so | used him as a bit of a 
"screen-lady." You talked and | learned that you played bass when you could be playing harps on clouds, that 
your name was Duff (how ironic), and you said you were looking to form a band and that we might look you up 


someday. It was all | needed... 


You turned around and left with the softest of blushes on your face, still looking at the kid, but you didn't look 
at me the same way.in fact, when you saw the way | was looking at you, you looked kinda strange, as if you 
might have broken into a run. 


Run from me? 
It was then | realized.. 
That fucking kid 


Of course! He was attractive (even to me after you), mysterious, and | was so..so what? | had a high opinion 


of myselfl My God, it felt like the Earth had shattered and swallowed me whole. 


| took that kid home, but | had plans for him. Him and you-how could you love something other than me? You 
were my fate, my destiny, | saw it when we caught glances! | could create lovely images, and | could destroy 


them as well. 


| take credit for all typos, thanks so much. 


Dreaming of You 


Author's Notes: 
Ah yes, the next one, even shorter than the last. If you squint you can see the self-loathing. And some slash. 


| took that kid home, and he fiddled around with my guitar as if it was gold. But he'd never have a chance, not 
this night, not ever, not in Hell. 


But now to figure out how..but | felt myself slipping away in a haze of sweet leaf and smoke, felt myself 
drifting away into sleep.. 


It was on a saffron shore that | saw you, Duff, covered in water and holding your hands out to me. | reached 
out for you, and then that fucking kid comes and blocks me. Blocks me forever, for you fall back into the 
beautiful mind that created you. And it's just me and that kid-Slash, looking so defenseless without his guitar- 
and | think, this is easy. 


But you save me once again 


You arrive back, the water now tinged with red around you, and you hold a small knife in that delicate, surely 
talented hand. He doesn't see you, he has his head down (in shame for stealing my love?), and you plunge it 
deep into the base of his neck. | cringe, but inside | shriek with joy as the blood runs down his neck. You lift his 
head, and he's not looking at me but past me, but there's a smile on his face. Even after you slit his throat. 


You come to me then, your beautiful hair looking natural, and you embrace me, we meld together in a spiral of 


ecstasy, and | want to cry out. 


| jerk awake, and | know what to do. | know what to do for you, for me, and to that kid. Such a pity talent like 


that has to go to waste, but no one stands in the way of the pursuit of love and happiness. 
| feel strange, | barely know you, but | want you, and | won't stop. | wouldn't stop stabbing into his body, even 
though the dream revealed that it only took two shots at the most. But he wouldn't stop screaming either, so 


measures had to be taken. 


Funny, he didn't smile this time, though. 


Taking You 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, again. Wow, this makes me dizzy.. 


| imagine how | must look, straggling through the streets, cast in a hideous shade of crimson, but I'm looking 


for you. I'm on to you, and when | find you, you can choose me or die. 


It's odd, really. | love you so much, but I'm willing to take either choice. For you to love me back would be 


beautiful, but I'm sure you die just as beautifully. 


I'm outside a club, and to my surprise, there you are! But you're not looking at me the same as before, when | 


could even bare your glance. Now your eyes are wide, as if they might explode from that lovely skull. 
Do you recognize me? Or the red on me? 


You stumble back, and I'm aware that there are other people staring too, but maybe not as concerned as you. 


As | expected, you ran, but you didn't get far. You got into a convenient alley, but | caught you, my angel. 


"Do you remember me, Duff?" | spit in your face. You look at me and nod your head in fear, not sure whether 


lIl hurt you or not. 


"| have a confession to make, dear," | speak lovingly. "You see, | know what you feel for that other guy | was 


with earlier." 
You blush, but then you remember your fear as you piece the puzzle together.. 
"Yes," | affirm. "Oh yes, he is no longer with us, and that's the beauty of it. Its just you and me now." 


You have the height advantage and try to use it, but I've got the knife. | hold it to that delicate throat, and 
you quickly halt your actions. You look as if you might scream in protest, but | haven't finished. 


"You have a choice, lovely," | begin. "Come with me this night and be my lover..or die here on the ground!" 
You hiss in pain and ask if I'm kidding, if I'm some kind of whacko. 


| tell you to take one look at me. Both questions are affirmed, and | inform you that I'm far beyond the point 


of making jokes. 


| want you to choose death more than anything, but you look at me strangely..you're smiling! A mischievous 


smile, but a smile nonetheless. | love you for it. 
"Steven-that's your name, isn't it?" you coo to me, and grip my hips. "I think. think I'd rather not die.." 


Of course you'd choose me with the ultimatum | gave, and | know it's false, but it's mine, isn't it? 


Death of You 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, last one. Rejoicement! Wow, is this one long or what, haha (| don't joke well when I'm tired). 


Your body..your lips, your eyes, all mine. I've kept you hidden from the world, violated you in ways you didn't 


know existed, but you've stayed with me, haven't you? 
All because of my threat to kill you if you choose any different. 


But lately, you've seemed to realize my empty threats. Every time you see me hesitate to hold a knife, an axe, 
anything to your throat, you look at me and laugh. 


You realized I'd been lying all this time, that I'd never harm you. Not on purpose. 
And you've taken advantage of it. Tortured me-l've seen you with other men, in my own house! You make a 
fool of me, and love every minute of it! The memory of what | did to your potential lover erased from your 


mind, you work on dominating me now. 


| won't stand for it! If | love you, | have to control youl If | can't control you, if | can't love you, no one else 


can either! | haven't worked this hard for nothing, and by God you'll feel the brunt of it! 
| rise from my couch, from where we just made love, from where you just left. I've got a well-sized axe in 
my hand, one of the many weapons I've been so fond of keeping. You're upstairs in the master bedroom, 


watching something on TV when you see me. You grin evilly, and | grin right back. 


"Can't get enough of me, can you baby?" you cajole sweetly, and | shake my head. | then pull the axe from 
behind my back, and you laugh. 


"What are you gonna do, Steven, kill me? You know you wouldn't kill me, you want me too much." 


"You domineering bitch, that's what you think!" I'm on the bed now, hovering over you, but you still smile at 


me! You mock me, it drives me insane! 
There's not even a scream as | hack into your stomach, the force should have split you in half, but you 
pushed yourself into the bed at the last moment to lessen the impact. But it's over now..yet still that grin, 


that fucking grin, never leaves your face. 


"You idiot," you rasp with your dying breath. "You idiot, you were too blind to see it, weren't you?" 


"What are you talking about?" 


‘| meant to do all this!" you shout angrily, the grin finally starting to come off your face. "You rape me, hit 
me, threatened to kill me-which is why | was with you anyway-and yet you say you love me? If | couldn't 


force you to kill me, | would have done it myself!" And your eyes shut to me forever. 

| close my eyes, and let the bloody weapon drop to the ground. 

That dream from so long ago..yes, | can still see it now, if you and the long-departed Slash had just switched 
forms..yes, | see.it was even the same grin! predicted my own future, and yet | could not see it, but | see it 


in your prone form now. 


In trying to take everything from you to make you love me, you hated me, and | gave you everything you 


wanted. 


